For Lords, to morrow isabufieda). Exeunt. 

Enter Richmond with the Lords ^c. 

r Rgch. F he weariefunne, hath made a golden featc, 
And by the bright tracke of hisfierie Cane, 

'G;ues fignall of a goodlie day to morrow. 

Where is fir William Brandon, he (hall beare my ftanderd, 
Thf Earle of Pembrooke keep his regiment. 

Good captaine Blunt,beare my good night to him, 

And by the fecond home in the morning. 

Defire the Earle to fee me in my rent. 

Yet one thing more.gopd Blunt before thou goefl: 

Where is Lord Sranlie t]uarrerd,doeft thouknow* 

Blunt. V nlelle l haue miflaue his colours much. 

Which welll am allur’d, 1 haue not done, 

His regiment dies halfea mile at lead, 

Sooth from the mightie power of the King, 

%*ch, If without perill it be poflible. 

Goad captaine B 1 unt beare my good night to him, 

And giue him from me,this mod need! ull fero wle. 

Blunt, V pon my life my Lord,i!e vndertake it, 

Rich. Farewell good Blunt. 

Giue me fome inke,and paper.in my tent, 
lie draw the forme,and modle of our battell. 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge. 

And part in iuft proportion ourfmall ftrength, 

Come.lct Vs confult vpon to morrowes bufinefie, 

In to our tent, the aire is rawe and cold; 

Enter king Richard$\orff.Ratclffc 

Catesbte,<$c, 

Kin. Whatisaclocke. 

Cat. It is fixe ofclocke,full (upper time, g 

Km. I will not fup to night, giue me fome inke and paper# 
What , is my beuer ealier then it was* 

And all my armour laid into nay tent* 

Cat. It is my Liege,aud all things are in readmefle. 

King. Good Norifolke,hie thee to thy charge, 

V fe carefull watch, chufc truftic centinell, 

Nerff. I go bay Lord. 



of Richard the thir 

King, Stur with the Larke to morrow gentle Norffolke* 
Norff. I warrant you my Lord. 

King. Catesbie, 

Rat. My Lord. 

Kmg. SendoutaPurfeuantatarmes 
To Stanleys regiraent.bid him bring his power 
Before fun rifingdeaft his fonne George fall 
Into the blinde caue ofeternall night. 

Fill me a bowl e of wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Looke thai my ftaues be found and not too heauy RatlifFe. 
Rat,. My Lord. 

King. Sawed thou the melancholie L: Northumberland J- 
Rat. Thomas theEarleofSmrey and himfelfc. 

Much about cockihut time, from troupe ro troupe 
Went through the armic ch earing vp the foldiers. 

King. So I am fatisfied,giue roe a bo wle of wine, 

I haue not that alacrity of fpirit 
Norcheareofmind that I was wont to haue: 

Set it downe. Is inke and paper readie* 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

Kmg. Bid my guard watch, leaue me. 

Ratline about the mid of night come to my tent 
And helps toartnc me : Iftaue me I (ay, Exit.Rathjfe , 

Ent er Darby to Richmond in his tent. 

Bar. Fortune and Vi&one fit on thy helmc. 

Rich. AH comfort that the datke night can affoord, 

Be to thy perfon noble father in law, ‘ 

Tell me how fares our louing mother* 

Bar. I by attUi ney bleflc thee from thy mother^ 

Who praies continually for Richmonds good, * , 

So much for that tliefilenthourcs ftealeon. 

And flakic darkenefle bi eakes within the eaft. 

In briefc,for fo the feafon bids vs be: 

Prepare thy batrell early in the morning. 

And put thy fortune to the arbitrement. 

Of bloudie ft tokes and mortal 1 Raring war, 

1 as I may ,that which 1 would I cannot. 

With 



